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These great physicians of the blind,                      25

The lame, and fatal blains of Ind,
In every drop themselves now see
Speckled with a new leprosy.

As sick drinks are with old wine dash'd,
Foul waters too with spirits wash'd,                     30

Thou griev'd, perchance, one tear let'st fall,
Which straight did purify them all.

And now is cleans'd enough the flood,

Which since runs clear, as doth thy blood ;

Of the wet pearls uncrown thy hair,                      35

And mantle thee with ermine air.

Lucasta, hail! fair conqueress

Of fire, air, earth, and seas;

Thou whom all kneel to, yet even thou

Wilt unto Love, thy captive, bow.                         40

THE ANT

FORBEAR, thou great good husband, little ant;

A little respite from thy flood of sweat!
Thou, thine own horse and cart, under this plant

Thy spacious tent, fan thy prodigious heat;
Down with thy double load of that one grain!                5

It is a granary for all thy train.

Cease, large example of wise thrift, a while,

(For thy example is become our law),
And teach thy frowns a seasonable smile:

So Cato sometimes the nak'd Florals saw.                 10

And, thou almighty foe, lay by thy sting,
Whilst thy unpaid musicians, crickets, sing.

Lucasta, she that holy makes the day,
And 'stils new life in fields of feuillemorte,

Hath back restor'd their verdure with one ray,              15

And with her eye bid all to play and sport.

Ant, to work still: age will thee truant call;

And to save now, th' art worse than prodigal.